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MH. TAFT, In this volume, sums,
as It were, the peace assets
of the United States. And
certainly no subject can by
any possible stretch of the

imagination be more acutely port' .nt
* at this moment than that of o con¬

tinued peace with all natio- n the
large and liberal spirit th ry one

has learned to look »:n this
source, wherever th -e of the

country is in any <ie neerned, Mr.

Taft ,discusses lul' .measures and
policies that hav 10 the present*
made for peace. moreover, outlines
a program of : ral justice through
whose work in war will become as

obsolete as ; r;ow its own amcient
and outcast ..ima and methods. The
first of these essays reviews the Mon-.

* rot doctrln- us the supreme instrument
that, for nearly 100 years, has main¬
tained an unbroken peace for the
United States. A part of this discus¬
sion cornea by way of answer to the
school of critics and agitators who pro*
fess to see In every stable institution. j
whether this establishment be social.
c»r religious, or political.the deadening
effects of senility or the impregnable
bulwark of unrighteousness. Mr. Taft
shows when and how the Monroe doc-
trine originated, pointing out that it is
merely a policy, and not a law; that
its purpose Is protective; that under
this protection the splendid republics
of the western hemisphere have been
left to develop free of foreign inter-
lerence and hindrance; that it is a.
flexible policy.rigid under exigence,
lnit elastic in rases where the need for

^ protection has passed. He shows, too, .

that the claims of arrogance set
against the United States, its desire!
for self-aggrandizement and over-lord¬
ship of the western world, fall away in
the face of the history of this country
under the Monroe doctrine, and that
the good character of the doctrine is
fully established by a.century of effec¬
tive. service. The second essay points
the conflict betwen federal and state
jurisdictions in relation to the status
of aliens. The former makes a treaty
promise of protection which one or

nnother or' the states may fail to keep,
and fail quite in accordance with its
owl statutes. Another demonstration
that a chain is as weak as its weakest
link, or that a great and seemingly
perfect railroad is as dangerous as

some careless act of an ignorant work-
man can make it. Mr. Taft cites this
conflict in jurisdictions as a serious
menace to national peace. The third
essay does away with the claim of the
United States Senate that it has no

power to consent to general arbitra¬
tion treaties, a claim calculated to
block this country in any effort to
share in the movement for expanding
the field of arbitration. The last dis¬
cussion reviews history in its various
experiments in federation, marking the
frrowth of these in nature and scope.
Upon this basis of history and facing
the plain promise of political evolution
Mr. Taft erects the outlines of a world¬
wide political organization for the
Settlement of International differences
through 'an enlightened and humane
pvstem of Judicial arbitration.

NTo one is better qualified to discuss
s
this matter than William Howard Taft.
f.Vs President of the United States he
rr'-nh- espoused the cause of universal

through the Instrumentality of
r nitration. An open vision, a broad-
K" judicial mind, a complete seizure
c' the principles underlying this move-
Tv.fnt/a perfect freedom from any no-
1 on of self-exaltation, a patriotism
that counts the world as its country.
nil these powers and qualities combine
t" give profound meaning and high
worth to this study.
f HII.DHRV I> BONDAGE. By Edwin

.Markham, Benjamin B. Lindsey and
George Creel. An introduction by
<jwen Lovejoy, secretary national
child labor committee. New York:
Hearst's International Library Com¬
pany.
This is the dramatic and poignant

story of child labor. The urge of ne¬

cessity, or rapacity, is ingenious In
evasion and deception. So it appears
that, in spite of the vigilance and de¬
termined effort of all manner of child-
welfare agencies, the children are still
working in field and factory, in mine
and mill. And this volume is a com¬

plete and careful presentation of the
problem of child labor. It is, also, an
na ysis of its causes, a numeration

* Its crimes, a description of its cure,
and above this it is a tremendous

to all the people, an arousing
inst the continuance of this
dozen veal tragedies of the

orld are set down here with
hie effect by Edward Markham

» -uch headings as "The Crimson
Cotton," "Spinners in the Dark,"

. Blight on the Easter Lilies,"
itle Slaves of the Lamp," wherein

...e industries that employ children and
the laws that wink at this employ¬
ment are scathingly arraigned. This
is a book to warm the cold facts of
report and statistic. It is human and
suffering. It will appeal to every¬
body. stir everybody and.maybe.it
will set a-going* the great machine
that can effectually free the children.
As a force in the work of doing away
with child labor it ought to prove
irresistible.
TH1 MEXICAN PEOPLE i Tkelr Strug¬

gle for Freedom, By L. Gutierrez
de Lara, author of "Story of a
Political Refugee," etc., and Edg-
cumb Pinchon. Illustrated from
photographs. New York; Double-
day, Page & Co. Washington:
Woodward & Lothrop.
Two marked characteristics set this

particular history or Mexico sharply
off from the common current flood of
writings on this urgently Important
subject. The first of these springs out
of the fact that the authors are na¬

tive Mexicans, saturated by tradition,*
ancestry, birth, education, sympathy
and experience, with the feelings and
outlook of the class of Mexicans to
which they belong and whose cause

they so fervently espouse. The sec¬
ond peculiar stamp of the study lies in
its consistent adherence to the propo¬
sition that the perennial turbulence of
Mexico is not due to temperamental
fickleness on the part of the mass of
Mexicans themselves, not to an In¬
stinctive hatred toward control of any
sort, but rather is it a protest.now
forebodingly covered and now fiercely
outdaring.against the exploitation
that Mexico has suffered at the hands
of the master class since the coming
of the Spaniard. These authors con¬
tend that this year-long struggle Is
against economic unrighteousness,
that it is a struggle for the restoration
of the land that has been wrested
from them by the various overlords of
Mexico, that it is, at bottom, an agra¬
rian movement like that which arose
among the peasants of Kngland in the
fourteenth century. Whether this his¬
tory is having to do with the colonial
days of Mexico or with those of the
mplre, whether with domestic mat¬

ters or with foreign, its chief purpose
is to set down in true perspective the
sorrows of this exploited country. The
war with Texas.and again that with
the United States.was no more than
the working out of a plot concocted
by the master class in Mexico and the
cotton planters of the south. The whole
regime of Porfirio Diaa was nothing
more or less than an Iniquitous under¬
standing between this iron dictator
and " big business" in both Europe
and the United States. At least, that
is what this history tells us. The un¬
deniable value of the book lies in ltf
i.utive source. From this springs its
passion, its familiarity of detail, lta
general flavor. That one may need te
compare and prove it here and titers
by other records takes from It la

particular. One has to do that with all
books of importance. Certainly it gives
readers pictures of Mexican life, of its
government, of its political and eco¬
nomic alms that are not generally
known.

ASCIENT ROME AXD MODERN
AMERICA | A Comparative Study
of Morals and Manners. By Gug-
lielmo Ferrero, author of "The
Greatness and Decline of Rome."
New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons.

To this comparative study of modern
civilisation and that of ancient Rome
Dr. Ferrero brlngrs distinguished serv¬
ice In the field of original historic re¬

search, together with a philosophic view
of the facts and uses of history. Great
personal charm of manner, besides,
marks the presentation of this work.
The author sees certain analogies be¬
tween the different stages of old Ro¬
man life and corresponding stages In
the development of the modern civili¬
zations of Europe and America. These
imply deep-seated relationships that,
many times, should bear lessons from
the old to the new. These analogies
furnish the basis of this investigation.
The study, as a whole, fronts upon the
fundamental idea of progress. In an¬

swer to the question. "What Is prog-,
ress?" Dr. Ferrero presents Its two

aspects.the quantitative motion of
progress and the qualitative. Side by
side he analyzes these two aspects of
advance, applying them in turn to the
ancient and modern world, and draw¬
ing from each the social and ethle
senses which it naturally and inevi¬
tably develops. The whole is a scholar¬
ly and suggestive survey of modern
life in the; causes that have differen¬
tiated it from one of the great civilisa¬
tions of antiquity.
AT THE SIGH OF THE VAIf. By

Michael Monahan, author of "Nova
Hibernia," etc. New York: Mitchell
Kennerley.
A writer of distinct personality.in¬

dependent In the run of his thoughts
and with a way of his own in putting
them out, meets with a general Joyous
welcome that has a good deal to say
about the all-of-a-oneness of the ma¬

jority of men and women. Whatever
such may have to say. he Is sure to
draw expectation and attention. Mi¬
chael Monahan is one of these writers.
And under a captivating manner there
is, too, any amount of important and
considerable matter, all of which is
approached with a mind pointed upon
the content of this matter and in a

Spirit big enough to harbor much more
than its own Immediate concerns. Mr.

Monahan, as everybody knows* Is the
founder of the little magazine, the
Papyrus, devoted, in the maid, to such
Independent and striking views on all
manner of subjects as the purely com¬
mercial press finds it inconvenient to
print, "At the Sign of the Van" is,
according to Its author, "the log of the
Papyrus with other escapades in life
and letters." And here one comes Into
a somewhat personal relation with Mr.
Monahan. Tne man, the critic and the
writer come together In an open Intimacy
that gives the reader the enjoyment of
many fresh views, many new literary
vistas. Now and then the race of Mr.
Monahan's thoughts trips up his ex¬

pression, as, for instance, opening the
book at random, one sees "Oscar
Wilde was adjudged guilty by an Eng¬
lish court of unspeakable immorali¬
ties".but, where the general move¬
ment is so broad and fine. It seems to
be finical, and teacher-like, to pause
for a few cross-eyed expressions.
FEEBLB-MIIIDEDNESSi Its Causes

and Consequence*. By Henry Her¬
bert Goddard, Ph. D., director of
the research laboratory of the train¬
ing school at Vineland, N. J., for
feeble-minded girls and boys. New
York: The Macmlllan Company.

Dr. Goddard has brought together In
this stpdy the results of certain lines of
his experimental work with abnormal

children at Vlneland, N. J. In effect, the
volume stands as a casebook on the sub¬
ject of feeble mlndedness More than
800 children of this class are represented
in these records, whose ultimate purpose
is to determine. If may be, the causes
of feeble mllndedness and to point to the
most obvious and generally menacing of
its consequences. Thoroughly scientific
in aim and method, the findings of this
investigation ace, nevertheless, within
easy reach of the Interested general
reader. An immense fund of many-sided
information bearing upon this subject Is
made concrete, In so far as this is pos¬
sible, by charts, photographs, statistical
summaries and other graphic means of
demonstration. The author defines feeble
mlndedness, discussing Its causes and
describing the part it plays In crime, al¬
coholism, prostitution and pauperism.
Much space Is given to the method of ob¬
taining and using the data upon which
the conclusions of this Investigation are
based, so that the book serv*i as an ex¬

position of method in addition to its high
value as a source of authoritative and
exhaustive information on the subject.
Not only the psychologist and special
student, but teachers, parents and social
workers will find this book a dependable
and illuminating treatment of the many
degrees of variation from the normal
that exist in certain children, as it is,
also, a profoundly suggestive study of

what may be done with this unfortunate
class.

CANADIAN NIGHTS. By Albert Hick¬
man. New York: The Century Com¬
pany.

Here are half a dozen virile stories that
center around the robust life of the
Canadian northwest as this life has
opened out under the enterprise of the
Hudson Bay Company. Now and then
these chronicles stretch through Canada
into the social and business atmosphere
of Montreal and Quebec, but. In the
main, they hold to the rougher western
reaches. Mr. Hickman writes a man
story.husky doings, not at all caloulated
to make appeal to the lover of soft ro¬
mance. Certain writers of genius and
charm are notably Inept with the love
story. Adventure instead.the man side
of life.is their quarry. Stevenson was
one of these, as is Kipling. Jack Lon¬
don, too. Is one, to mention only those
that leap effortlessly to the mind. Mr.
Hickman promises to belong to this field.
In this book he gives readers adventures
in which man stands cocked and primed
by the urge of a necessitous environ¬
ment Here are stories of reckless daring
and audacious deeds, wherein the humor
is broad and the jokes are unrefined by
the sandpaperlngs of polite society. The
best feature among them ie that this au¬

thor has seized most competently upon
the means of creating real human beings
to carry forward the dramatic events
that stamp his inventions of the Can¬
adian frontier.

BLFIN SONGS OF SFNI.AND. By
Charles Keeler. Decorations by
Louise Keeler. New York: G. P.
Putnam's Sons.

To celebrate becomingly a third call for

"Elfin Songs of Sunland" the Putnams
have dressed up this new issue in gala
garments of an assured success. Print
and paper, decorations of quaint head¬

ings and Irresistible tailings set page
and chapter oft most pleasingly, while a

bacchic boy marches trumpeting across a

cover of blue and gold. The "Songs"
themselves, made for children of all ages,
are quite worthy of this fine framing.
Something of the grace of Stevenson ani¬
mates them, and much also of the Inex¬
tinguishable child that lingered always
in the heart of Bugene Field. Exquisite
fancies, the most convincing of make-

believe, and all sorts of childish quip and
crank frolic across these pages. A lucky
California man. this, to be not only a

genuine poet, but to be also a contented
loiterer In the land of ungrown-up things.

WHEN LUIGI AND MICKEY VISITED THE CHILDREN'S COUNTRY HOME
HV«AMyC!M(

LUIGI TORTINO lay sick lit a

hospital. Near him, on a little

white cot, lay Mickey O'liCeefe,
also sick. Neither was very

sick. Hot weather confinement
in hot and tiny homes and bad food

had done their work and Luigi and

Mickey were frankly "played out."

Luigi had collapsed while he was sell¬

ing newspapers. It afterward devel¬
oped that Luigi had inadvertently gone

without breakfast, a fact which natu¬

rally appeared absurd until it devel¬

oped that Luigl's family had nothing

wherewith to get breakfast. Mickey
had discussed a section of watermelon,
all ready for the undertaker, which a

philanthropic lunchroom keeper had

given him "rather than see it go to

waste."
They were in the fretful stage.

Mickey, rolling and tossing, frankly an¬

nounced his intention of "getting outer

dis joint." Luigi agreed In fervid
Italian.

*
* *

Just then a young woman entered, the
room. She glanced at Luigi and Mickey
and spoke a few comforting words. She

pictured a strange place of flowers and
fields and big shady trees where chil¬
dren were given three good meals each
day. After she went away Mickey con¬

fided to Luigi that they were being
"kidded." When two youngsters about
eight years old doubt a lady it is
regrettable. But Mickey and Luigi had
not been raised in a chivalric atmos¬
phere. Indeed, Mickey had only recently
informed the ward that his "old lady
had a black eye."
This was the point where the Chil¬

dren's Country Home, on Grant road, in
Hock Creek Pa«rk, came into two urchins'
lives. The young woman was Miss Tay¬
lor, the nurse, employed by a group of
Washington women to carry on this
work of philanthropy. Every day, since
the summer began, she had been doing
the same thing.searching the hospitals
and infirmaries for the children of the
poor who were convalescent.
The Children's Country Home was

originated when C. C. Glover donated
a tract of land to be used for some

philanthropic plan. Donations from
Washington women made It possible to
build a great, roomy house high on a

hill. Further contributions from in¬
dividuals and. from entertainments en¬
abled tfie board of management to- pu{
in an elaborate playground. A small
truck garden was started and proved a

distinct success. Toys of all kinds and
descriptions were pnt into a playroom
as large as a baronial hall.this being
the place where the little convalescents
foregathered on rainy days. A piano
was installed. Came Mrs. Joseph Leiter,
who was recently elected president, and
who lent Invaluable aid: came Mrs.
Ormsby McCammon, the vice president;

(Copyright, 1014, by W. Werner.)

Lina Elliot was finishing her day's
work. It had been a hard day, too. To
begin with, Mr. Collins was cross. He
had been out to a bridge party with
his wife the night before and it had
left him with a headache and a bad taste
in his mouth. In order to get rid of the
bad taste he had smoked Incessantly.
Since he could not get rid of the head¬
ache he had revenged himself by being
unpleasant. If there had been a dog
around he would probably have kicked
it Since there was no dog he had found
fault with Lina. Yet never had she tried
so hard to plea*e him.
It was a hot April day.one of those

days which catch us with all our winter
flannels on and usually our winter coats.
Before noon Una's hair had begun to
cling to her forehead. She had to wash
ner perspiring hands every half hour.
It was hard to breathe, especially as
there was so much tobacco smoke added
to the humidity and the heat. She was
reeling, too, a touch of spring languor
Outside the canyon of the street was

full of hot, white light. An organ grinder
droned on a nearby corner, and such air«
as "Beautiful I,ady" and the "Spring
bong" came In snatches, straw hats went
by. A pushcart ladon with dying daf¬
fodils trundled the length of the street.
IJna looked down at the daffodils and
Pitied them. If she could she would have
bought them all and saved them. They
made her think of home.
There had been a plot of them In her

father s garden, and when their court
parade of green and gold began she had
known certainly that spring had arrived
But her father was dead and the garden
belonged to some one else now, and she
was here In the city earning her living
at a typewriter.
Sometimes she could scarcely believe

that the past was all done with and that
the present was true.
The daffodils had made her homesick

and lonely. They had made her feel
wearier than she was. All her little un-
happiness settled in a flock upon her
She tried bravely to shake them off to
keep her face calm and her hands steady
A girl who works for her living needs
courage and resolution above all things.
If she hasn't got them she must acquire
them, and if she cannot acquire them
she must pretend that she has. They
form her wall of defense against all the
encroachments of life, without this wall

wind
110 b*'tar tllan a Btraw 'n the

Th« door opened and a man entered.
He had some papers in his hand. His
glance touched Una, but passed on In¬
differently to her employer, who was
sitting at his own desk, with a cigar
tucked In the corner of his grim mouth.
Collins lifted hi* head.
"Oh. Gait!" he said. "Well, did you

get em.
He held out his hand for the papers.
Look at them. I think you'll find

them ail right." Ualt said.

JUST BKFORK MEALTIME. THE POPULAR"SLIDE.

Mrs. Fleming: Newbold, the treasurer,
and Mrs. Preston Gibson.and these and
many others aided in the philanthropy.

*
* *

All these facts were unknown to Lulgl
and Mickey. Indeed, they did not know
that Miss Reba J. Taylor, the nurse at
the Children's Country Home, had begun
an investigation of their homes and their
illnesses, and was even now convincing
their respective fathers that they would
be much better for a vacation. Lulgl
and Mickey had been earnestly kicked
by most adults whom they had known.
They expected little consideration
from civilization.
Imagine their wide-eyed amasament

when the young woman who had called
several days previous now visited them
again. It was Miss Reba J. Taylor,
who announced that In a few days they
would depart on what the society papers
call "a two-week sojourn into the.
country."
When they reached the Cfeildrenrs

Country Home their wonderment deep¬
ened. They beheld a massive green-
painted house high on a hill. All about
it were trees, heavy shade trees.places
where one could hang a swing. All
around were tiny children.running,
playing In sand piles, coasting down a
smooth board with shrieks of Joy.al¬
together as lively a set of young con¬
valescents as could be found anywhere.
Over in a corner of the big field some

"Did 'em yourself, eh?" queried Collins,
"Well, you're coming."
Gait was assistant to the attorney

across the hall. He often ran in on busi¬
ness, for Collins, as a real estate broker,
needed frequent legal assistance. Besides,
Una had heard him say that he liked
Gait. IJna knew something about Gait,
though no more than what she had gath¬
ered from things he had said to Col¬
lins. He was from the country, and he
had the fresh, vigorous look of the coun¬
try bud. There was still carmine In his

HIS GLANCE TOUCHED La.STA, BUT
PASSED ON INDIFFERENTLY.

cheeks and tan on his forehead. The
city did not possess him yet; he was
free and honest and good. Una loved'
the very sight of him, but she believed
that he was no more aware of her than
of her typewriter. He had a girl. She
had seen him walking with Pearl Baker,
who worked in the big department store
across the street. One day last week they
had come into the little restaurant where
Una was having her lunch of lettuce
sandwiches and tea. Pearl was blond,
and she dressed in showy black. She
had all the enticing little ways of the
city-bred; she had beauty besides, and a
marvelous hat. Una h'ad none of these
things.
After Gait had hurried out Collins kept

her working twenty minutes overtime on
some dictation. This was no new occur¬
rence. When she was free she put en
her little worn blue serge coat, her mend¬
ed and gasolined gloves and her plain
black hat and went out into the gray,
dry street. The 6 o'clock rush was over.
She turned toward the White City res¬
taurant.
Entering, she sat down at one of the

tables and ordered a chop, rolls and tea.
While she waited she read a book which
she had taken from her handbag. The
book was Bulflnch's "Age of Fable." It
was rather an astonishing book for a
twenty-three-yearmold girl who handled
a typewriter in a real estate broker's
office to read. And It was a book she had
bought. A good many dimes and nickels
that should have gone into food went
into books, but Una reasoned that Im

boys were playing: ball. Under one of
the trees a group of little girls were
soberly working out Intricate and wierd
bits of embroidery; other children who
didn't feel quite so well were resting on
chairs.
"What are they doin'?" Inquired

Mickey.
"Having a good time," replied Miss

Taylor.
"I know," replied Mickey, "but whatta

they got to do?"
"Have a good time," replied Miss

Taylor again.
Mickey patiently tried to make his

meaning clear.
"When do they go and dig in those

fields and work.aw, you know.
work?" said Mickey.
"They don't work here," replied Miss

Taylor.
"Aw. lady!" said Mickey. There was

an infinite variety of emotion in his
tone.

*
? ?

Luigl and Mickey were taken inside
and to a huge locker, where reposed a

children's wardrobe equal to that of a

prominent Mormon bishop.
New clothes, everything that could

be needed in a boy's wardrobe, were

picked out for Laiigl and Mickey. In¬
stantly Mickey saw the trick. They
had gotten him out to this home. Now
they were going to sell him some

soul needed food as well as her body, and
who would not forego the pleasure of an

extra sandwich for the sake of possessing
a book which should not only companion
one but lead on to cheer and entertain¬
ment and Joy?
Lina lingered longer than usual over

her meal. Evening was gently approach¬
ing as she left the restaurant and she
still had nine blocks to walk to her
room.the little cluttered room where
she cooked her breakfast over the gas
jet and was at once so safe and so
lonely.
Spring hailed her from every window of

the great department store across the
way. It was full of beautiful, desired
things, and Pearl Baker lived right
among them. It seemed to her that Pearl
Baker must be a very happy girl to work
always in sight of the beautiful, to be
herself as beautiful as anything in the
world, and to have the love of Roger
Gait.
She walked on slowly to the corner. A

man stood there apparently waiting.
When she was within a few steps of
him she looked up and met his eyes. He
was Roger Oalt
"Oh, how do you do, Miss Elliot?" he

said, with embarrassment. His clear face
was all one flush. "I.I'm waiting.that
is, I want to ask you if you'll go to the
theater with me this evening?"
t/ina stared at him. It was the most

unusual thing that could have happened.
To think of Roger Gait, who had never
appeared to even notice her, asking her
in this odd way to go to the theater with
him. Of course, he had known that she
must pass this corner on her way home.
As for going with him to the theater-
why, she would go to the ends of the
earth with him just as trustingly. There
was nothing In those clear eyes of his
that any girl need be ashamed to find.
She flushed In her turn and smiled

shyly.
"Oh, thank you, Mr. Gait. I d love to

go," she said.
A moment later they had Joined the

throng of early goers that was strug¬
gling toward the welcoming doors of
the theater.
Una was not dressed for the theater,

but then she had no |jet*er clothes
than those she wore to work every
day. This sudden unexpected happi¬
ness had brightened her face. She did
not understand how it happened and
she did not care. The main fact was
that it had happened. Roger Gait was
taking her to the theater and she was
going to have a good time, as she
knew. She was going to let herself
be perfectly happy. 8h« would crush
every last drop of sweetness out of
this handful of roses that had fallen
Into her grasp.
A florist's window tempted theater¬

goers. Roger went In and bought her
a bunch of violets, smelly and crisp.
She pinped them to the front of her
blouse and felt glorified. Then pres¬
ently they were actually in the theater,
watching the audience assemble and
waiting for the door under the stage to
open and the orchestra to emerge.
"Do you know," Iina confided, "this

Is the first time I've ever been to the
theater in the evening? And I've worked
here in the city two years."
Roger laughed.
"Well, I don't go very often. I'm

usually so tired when my day's work
is done that I Just go home and read
myself sleepy." ,

Lina opened her handbag and produced
Bulflnch.
"Did you ever read thatr*
"No. looked at *#r in amasemeat

clothes. Instantly he was on the de¬
fensive.
"I ain't got no money!" he announced,

as they forced hjm into a cleanly
starched shirt.
"Naturally," replied the attendant,

"These clothes are furnished by the
home. "You will wear clean clothes
all the time you are here. Your own
will be returned to you when you go."
Mickey fanned himself. This was get¬

ting- exciting.
"Why changa da clothes?" complained

Luigl. Dey all wear out."
A Uttle later the two boys, thor¬

oughly washed and momentarily un¬
comfortable in clean clothes, went out
to "meet the gang:." In a little while
they were merged in the life of the
place. Thus does the Children's Coun¬
try Home breed friendship. Not the
least of its value lies in the fact that
the youngsters and the older ones who
meet there are likely to strike up an

acquaintance which is remembered
long after they have gone back to the
city.
There was a little girl at the place.

Though it is a rule that the little con¬
valescents shall remain for only two
weeks this girl had been there con¬

siderably longer. And because she had
remained there her life had been pro¬
longed by at least one summer. Physi¬
cians had informed her parents that
a summer in her home would mean
death.
There was a mother with two sets.

"Why, you must be ever so learned."
Una laughed sweetly.
"Oh, no! Not the least little bit

learned, but I love good books. I make
them my.friends. You see," her voice
lowered, "when you are as much alone
as I am you've got to have.something."
"That's true," said Robert Gait gravely.

He had the little book in his hands, but
he was looking at her as if he were
seeing her for the first time. Lina was
aware that he was looking. The or-

"BUT I'M NOT.NOT AN ACTRESS"
SUB BL/UNT>BRED.

chestra came out through the little door,
but neither noticed.
The strains of a familiar air swelled

out and filled the theater.
"Beautiful lady I" said Roger, and he

smiled.
At that moment there was a flutter

across the aisle. Three girls were sitting
down with a great deal of ru*tfing. One
of them was a blonde.

It was Pearl Baker. The girl next
to her nudged her and she glanced to¬
ward Roger and Una Her glance be¬
came a glare. Then she flung up her
head and stared fixedly at the orchestra.
Una saw it all. She saw Roger's

hand vibrate as he handed her back the
book. She saw the still sternness of his
face and thought, with a pang:
"They've quarreled. And he cares. So

does she."
Then suddenly the lights dimmed,

about her, the curtain sprang up, and
the stage became a fairyland.
Una remembered nothing more until

the curtain fell. Then she turned to
Roger with her face shining.
"Isn't is wonderful?" she cried.
He laughed a little and answered, man-

wise:
"Pretty good. How do you like the

leading woman?"
"You mean ?" Una was a trifle be¬

wildered.
"The erne who plays Mary."
"Oh!" Una knew then, 8Jie*« ador¬

able, isn't she?"
"If you had her cletfce# on," taid Roger

or groups, whatever the generic term
18, of twins. The older twins were
two years old: the younger barely a
few months. She also had outstayed
the two we^ks. And she had undoubt¬
edly saved her babies' lives In the stay¬
ing. When her case was reported to
the home she was physically wrecked.

?
* *

Since the home had opened nearly 150
little children and their mothers, oc¬
casionally, when the children were too
young to be left alone, had visited the
Children's Country Home. There had
been girls of twelve and thirteen years
who were taking care of mother's
baby while gaining health for them¬
selves.
A surprise came for Mickey and ILuigi

when dinner was announced. At the
family tables it had been the custom
to "reach." If a more alert member
of the family defeated your dive for
the bread.you waited.

I,uigi started to "reach." The at¬
tendant spoke to him.
"There is plenty to eat," she said.
The magic word "plenty" stayed

Luigi's hand. He waited until he was
served and found that the promise had
come true. There really was plenty.
He was stuffed like a young Strass-
burg goose with sound, well cooked
meats and vegetables that only a few
hours before had been unsuspectingly
growing in the garden.

gently, "you'd be mistaken for her
easily."
Una's eye© were big.
"But I'm not.not an actress," she

blundered.
"No," said Roger, quietly. "Neither

is she in that role. That's what makes
her great charm.and her great triumph."
The curtain rose again. Lina sat think¬

ing of what he had said. Once she
glanced past him at Pearl Baker and met
an angry pair of eyes.
."It isn't her fault," she thought, "Oh,
how she'll hate me!"
At the close of the second act she

was recalled from fairyland to reality
long enough to think.
"I wonder if he cares. He doesn't

seem to so much. Oh, I hone "

Together they came out of the theater
into the soft spring night. Roger called
a cab.a sober old hansom.and they
trundled away through the brilliant
streets. They turned two corners before
he spoke.
"Miss Elliot," he said, "I'm goln^r to

be fair and square with you. I had asked
another girl to go to the theater with
me this evening. She was to meet me at
the corner. She didn't come. You did. I
want you to know how it happened."
IJna felt her heart turn over, but she

said bravely:
"Of course, I knew it was some way

like that."
"Wait!" said Roger earnestly. "It wag

the luckiest thing that ever happened
to me. I'm glad it happened. I want
you to see that. You do, don't you?"
Una's eyeB stood full of tears.
"I.don't.know," she whispered.
Roger's big, firm hand touched hers.
"It's fate," he said solemnly. "I won¬

der if I can explain. There's some lines
if I can remember .*' he began stum-
blingly.
" 'And two Shall walk some narrow way of life.
So nearly side by side that should each turn
Ever so little space to riaht or left,
They needs must stand acknowledged face to

face.*
"We are those two. We met every

day and didn't know. And I'll try myi
best to help you. This is just the be¬
ginning for us."
The cab had stopped before the shabby

old house where she lived. Roger opened
the door and helped her out. They stood
on the sidewalk and he had her hand.
"The beginning, remember," he paid.
"Oh!" Una sighed. The dark old street

seemed spinning around her in rosy,
tuneful waves. "I was so afraid it was

the.ending." »

Roger's hand closed tight over hers.
He laughed softly.
MNo, no I You are the right girl. Don't

you see?" he whispered happily.
THE END.

Of Two Evili.
From the Minneapolis Journal.

The little boy was evidently a Arm
believer in the old adage, "Of two evils
choose the least." Turning a corner at
full speed he collided with the minister.
"Where are you running to, my little

man?" asked the minister, when he had
regained his breath.
"Home!" gasped the astonished min-

to spank me."
"What!" gasped the astonished min¬

ister. "Are you eager to have your
mother spank you that you run home
so fast?"

"No," shouted the boy over his shoul¬
der as he resumed his homeward flight,
"but If I don't get there before pa he'll
do i|!"

#hl. i °?2e a routine "He unto nothing
odd .Vk f tVij Mlckey and the forty- I
Earli? In »k n. had over lmaKlne<i.
frnm I-!?* .1 morn,n«r they were .ailed

to?U« er*KWere two huce tlnrml-

frlrlB^nr!j boys and the other for
girls- and were washed. This in itself

nnV eP°Hha'i,.A blK breakfast fo" owed
a breakfast where one furtively

breakfast."'' bUt * B°"d' subst«ntiil
*

* *
Followed a glorious day of plav

When one was tired one went to the
rest room or stretched one's tired
length on the little white cot In the
dormitory. On the third day of the
youngsters' stay it rained. But that
aidn t matter. For there was the huge
Playroom, that looked like the toy de-

£ ,blK store just before
cnristmaa. Before the younersters
realised It night had fallen and the
tojs must be put away.

»<T.her\wa8 one littIe elrl, a very small
girl, who wanted a particular doll. It
was not a beautiful doll; It was not

elr? tnd"oneIe M°kin,K ,doll: " bad red

!Sv i.i, 3 s.de °,< lts face bad a

fnf fi»l? *,d,ue a lick of paint. But

to *wanted !t" She explained
ho/1

attendant that she had never
don. Her only doll had been

beheaded before it came to her. Now
there is a strict rule against the re-
moval of dolls.but what can an at-

Mlphv Wilel? a child asks for a doll?
Mickey and Luigi lived on the fat

WitMn .>and "nd Prosperous'
cleanHnet.^J .®y discovered that

. ®a"L,,?88 was not nearly so painful
! I "i a"t4 ey bad Previously sup-

I"d®ed. they were almost will-

to
admlt t,lat 14 was comfortable
clean. They developed new

far = ?Ld bome Ilfe seemed verv
far away, the alleyway that was
crowded to overflowing: with wearv

Thevanhari'0hen and s<,ual,inS children.
become astonishingly re*

formed, so much so that their fathers
meeting them, would naturally have

forUa mttraewhMre Jhey deve*°Ped
the adult! anyhow, a trust in

Luigi was musical. Evening after
evening he would sneak Into the front

Win"1 «i ll8tcn to the piano. Luifri

ev".,ngsWormura^ember fourteei'

"VU Vl°KWefk8 drew t0 a olo««-
Mickev wlth^h®1#611 summer," stated
MicKej, with-the tones of a star board-
er, as he and Luigi reached their pa--

this remirk'rtlJhe ¦ubllmo egotism of

ind'^concludeT OCCl"" l° him'

i
^r,d' by gosh, I'm going to ke*.n

Clean. He hugged the washrag and

On
Whlch had been g'ven him

m"n£t"on * '°0k of 8,ern det«-'

t.?y »«" only two. and. of course
their real names have not been di-

ramn^n the 8lJmnier Mrs. Mc-
Cammon, the vice president, who visits
the home twice every week, has come
across scores of Mlckeys and Lulgis

travelette
by STIKSAH.

XXX.
The capital of Austria Is one of the

most heedless cities In the world.
Vienna Is gray-old-old as the Egyp-
tian, mummies-and it shows its ancient
Wisdom in a careless merriment. True
in print of years, there are many
cities older than the Austrian capital,
but there aj*e few which surpass it in
overripeness of the spirit. Vienna
Inherited all the legacies of the near-

eastern peoples, all their centuries of
refined passions, their dexterity for
tortuous Intrigue and their traditions
of luxurious abandon.
In Vienna the people have outlived

the vanity which brands life as a thing
of stern duty and bitter effort; and
they have gradually adapted them¬
selves from pursuers of such frigid
aims to loiterers after the warmer
ideals of hedonism. Pleasure stalks
one on the narrow streets of old!
Vienna, and stalks one in a subtle
careless guise that subdues the better
judgment In the end and lures the
stranger a captive to the citv's life.
Nowhere In the world does the music

which floats from out cafes, dance
halls and private homes soothe one

so, and so forcibly cause one to
forget oppressive responsibilities, as
It does here in Vienna. Nowhere in
the world can one find a rest that I
means such sweet lassitude as in this
city, which has outgrown all idle strife
and still more idle harshness.

It U strange that from this capital,
the true home of all the Germans imply
by their word Gemuetllchkelt, love of
ease, comfort and good-fellowship.It
Is strange that from this city should
have come the decree which has
plunged nearly the entire world Into
war. Vienna has been the home of
clever Intrigue for ages; yet the "mail¬
ed flat and the "blood and iron" of
the Prussian Junker Bismarck are no

of its motto. The melodies of
The Waltz Dream" embodv a true
Vienna, the home of Irresponsibilities
and pleasure uncloyable, not of ag-
fresslaon, sacrifice and bloodshed.

long and Merry.
rtam the Ksuss city Star.
A short life and a merry one! The

most fallacious quip ever uttered. Why
need a life be short to be merry?
Rather make It a long and a merry
one. There's more sweetness In a dol¬
lar's -Worth of sugar than In the lump
or two that goes In the coffee at
dinner.

'®n* and a merry one. sanelv

the 111*' *t}°le"°.e|y merry. That is

SlrfJ ?£ber counterfeit maxim
came when youth and folly first tasted

try the Short6*" h*"1 come to thol,e who
vry me snort and merry.
A snort life and a merry one! Hah!

J«S# D®wlu®h thing, unless It be oy
?k«?

chanee cutting off of a life

mtrry'ia^' * bee0 » lon« and a

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY
ELECTRICAL WORK AND MA-

CHINE SHOP PRACTICE.

The following Hat conclude* the pub¬
lication of the titles of some of th*
best books available In the- Industrial
department of the Public Library. All
of the lists which have appeared In
this column during Aufrust will be re¬
printed In the Monthly Bulletin of th»
library, which may he obtained on re¬
quest at the library.

Dynamos and Motor*.
Arnold. ,T L. The Motor and the Dynamo. 1MB.TED-AHIfim.
Botton»\ S. It. Dynamo: How Made and HxrUsed. 1904 TED-H«ld.
Pranklin, W. s.. an-! PfctT, William. Dynamosand Motors. 11>00. TED-FK)i7.
Sheldon. Samuel. and Haufrrann. Erich. DrotmoElectric Machinery. IOIO. TED-Ph4ft8.
Swingle. C. F. Dynamo-electri' Machine* andCentral Station Equipment. 1011. TED-Sw«3d.

Telegraphy and Telephony.
Baldwin. T. S. Practical Telephone Handbook

and Guide to Telephone Exchange. 1911. TOD-
6P10.

o. M. Telegraph Inttmrtnr. IM1.
Tf»M-Dof>4t.

.Tone*. W. H. Telegraphy for Beginnsra. ISIS.TGR-.T73«t.
McNicol. Donald. American Telerraph Practice.

1013. TGB-M234.
Mayr. nareiice. Telephone Construction. 1900.

TT,D.M4r.8t.
Smith. A. B. Modern American Tcltpboar la

All Its Branches. 1912. TGD-Sm44.

Wireless Telegraph and Telephone.
Ashley. C. G.. and Harward. O. B. WM«m

T.-lcgraphy and Wireless Telephony. 1912. TGC-
As37>w.

Bishop. L. W. W1rele*« Operatora' Pnckefhook
of Information an<1 Diagrams. 1011. TG<"-B.V44w.

Coi#». A. B Oporati.in of Wireless TelegraphApparatus. 1013. TGC < '^74o.
Collins. A. F. Manna! of Wireless Telefraphy

and Telephony. 1013 TCr C*»ftm.
Edclmann. P. E. Experimental Wireleaa Sta¬

tions. 1014. TGF Edl'4e.
Forte5ni<*. C. L. Wireleaa Telegraphy. 1918.

T< I^-F77Sw.
Morgan. A. P. Lessons In Wireless Telegraphs.

1012. TGC-M8231.
Morgan. A. P. Wireless Telerraph Oonstrue-

tion for Amateurs. 1014. TGC-MA28w.
White. W. J Wireless Telegraphy and Tale-

phony. 1012. TGC-W"».S3w.

Electric Wiring.
Branch, J. G. Electric Wiring. 1910. TGDE-

B73H.
Pushing. H. O. Standard Wiring for Electric

Light and Power. 10o8. TGDJVCWts." Schneider. N. H. Wiring Houses for Qectxic
Light. 1011. TGDZ-Sch55w.

Electric Lighting.
Barrows. W. E. Light, Photometry and Illumina¬

tion. 1012. TH B27til
Bohle. Hermann. Electrical Photometry In Il¬

lumination. 1012. TH-B085.
Franklin. W. S. Electric Lighting and Misrtl-

laneous Applications of Electricity. 1012. TH-
FK55.
Ilorstmann, H. C., and Tousley. V. H. Modern

Illumination: Theory and Practice. 1912. TH-
H7S7S.
Hutchinson. R. W. Hlgh-cflMency Electrical

Illuminants and JPuraination. 1911 THA-HS7.
Johnson, J. H. Arc Lamps and Accessory Ap¬

paratus 1011. THB-Jfi26.
Schneider, N". H. Low Voltage Electric LlgM>

ing With Storage Battery. 1911. TH-Sch§7.

Electro-Plating.
Bodell. W. L. D. Practical Electro-platlif.

10"0. THP-P.303p.
Field. Samuel. Principles of Electro-Depoalttoa.

1011. TnP F4o.
Centrv. George. Practical Electro-plating. 1910.

THP-G286.
Reanin. IT H. Electro-plating and Analysis af

Solutions. 1013. THI*-Rl!3e.
Hoetz, H. C. Electro-plating. 1911. THF-

R2oK.
Wt-ston. .T. H. Electro-platers* Handbook. 1W8.

THP-0W52.

Machine Shop Practice.
Anthony. G. C. Machine Drawing. 1910. TCf-

An*7. /
Colvin. F. II.. and Stanley. F. A. America*

Machinist Grinding Book 1012. TJH-C72*.
Colvin. F. H.. and Cheney. W. L. Machine Sbop

Arithmetic 1014. T.IF^<*729.
Colvin. F. H.. and S-anley, F. A. Machine Shop

Primer. 1010. TJE-C72W5.
Griinshaw, Robert. Shop Kinks. 1910. iur

G-SXs.
Hecoz C. W. Machine Shop Practice. 1910.

T.TE-H35T»m. . ^

Hess. II. D. Machine Design. 191* TDf-
II4<»Sm. ,

Hoi ford. Henry. Twentieth Century Toolsmttb
anil Pteelworkcr. 1012. TJE-H714L
.lames. W. II.. and Mackenzie. M. C. Working

Drawings of Machinery. 1013. TIN-J23*.
.Tones. F D. Operation of Machine Tools. 1012.

TKhup.' 1W. J. Machine Shop Practice. 1911.
TJE-Ivl 67. ^ ,
Leonard. W. S. Machine Shop Tools and Meth¬

ods. 1013. TJE-LMWrn.
Obcrg Erik. Advanced Shop Arithmetic flv

the Machinist. 1012 TJE-Ob27a.
Oiierg. Erik. Tables and formulas for Shop

and Drafting Room. 1011. TIM-60b2.
Smith R. H. T^xt Rook of the Principles of

Machine Work. 1012. TJE-SmSSte
Woodwort h. J. V. American Tool Making and

T-tr-r^hangcable Manufacturing. 1011. TJK-
WS76.

Woodworking.
Crawshaw. F. D. Problems in Woodturnlng.

10O0. TLP-C.SS7pw.
Griffith. I. S. Advanced Projects in Woodwork.

19<;r'ffiUuNIGs!5 Correlated Courses in Woodwork
and Mechanical Drawing. 1012 TL-GS75
Noyes, William. I'-sign and Construction la

Wood 1013. TLN-NK73d.
Resides. G. II.. and Dbmer, Hugo Wood turn¬

ing, Wood-working Machines and Pattern Making.
1011. TLP R3l7w.

Panning: for Pearls.
The United States bureau of fisheries

has come to the decision to start breed¬

ing pearl mussels by artificial means

In the valley of the Cumberland river.
This industry has been found in the
orient and in certain parts of Europe to
be a highly proiitable one. In fact,
there exists no reason why the sue-
cessrul pearl farmer need in the leaat
envy the farmer of ginseng or even the
chicken farmer.
It has been found that the pearl-bear¬

ing mussel responds to proper# en¬

couragement with a profit-bringing
alacrity. Fresh-water pearls are pro¬
duced in a variety of mussels by the
action of certain small parasitic worms.
These worms bore through the shell
and set up an irritation in the flesh of
the mussel, which, to protect itself, aa-
cretes an excess of pearl-forming ma¬
terial and encases its tormentor within
a gem.
Therefore, to grow pearls one only

needs the mussel, the fitting mussel bed
and a supply of these little paraaltio
worms. The mussels are encouraged by
their proper home surroundings .and
the parasites to grow the gems, anfl all
the pearl farmer further has to do .is
to lean back in §.n easy chair and cut
coupons and cash checks.
To start such a life, it is only neces¬

sary to send to the government for
mussel eggs, and for a number of mus¬
sels infected with the pearl-starting
parasite.

Virtues of Poor.
From the Snrvey.

It is so easy to account for the faults
of the poor. It Is their virtues that ara
unaccountable. We find many cases of
heroism in their struggle against dea-
perate odds.
The generosity of the poor is proverw

bial and seems to be in inverse propor¬
tion to their possessions. It is a com¬
mon thing to find a family giving up one
of their rooms to another family. We
know of a family in two rooms giving
one to a woman who was dying with tu¬
berculosis. It is not' unusual for one or
more waifs to be taken into a family,
even though the meaner supply of food
and clothing is already insufficient.
As I write these things there comes

over me again that feeling that alwaya
overwhelms me when I look out upon
an audience of well dressed, well fed,
well housed people, and note the sheen
of silk and the glisten of jewels. How
can we put the story of poverty's chil¬
dren into the vocabulary of these chil¬
dren of the sunshine?


